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brought us face to face and made our paths to cross. In His great
mercy may they unite and remain one for ever. Oh, that this
companionship of a day may grow and ripen into a companionship
for Hfe. Several little things happened during the day which led
me to hope that she did not dislike me. She asked me to gather her
a bunch of purple heather from the hillside. As we were driving
home down the steep green down the wind blew cold and fresh as
it met her, and she looked so sweet and grateful when I wrapped my
coat round her to keep her warm.

When I was talking to Adelaide in her hearing in the drawing
room about the Herefordshire wedding to which I was going,
Kathleen turned sharply round as if she were pained and did not
want me to go. What conceit. As if she cared. But love can live
on very slender nourishment.

We came back from Chanctonbury Ring to Findon Rectory to
high tea, after which I had a happy hour with Kathleen in the
drawing room. She and Jessie Russell asked me to become a member
of their Mutual Improvement Society, and we arranged all the details.

When the party broke up and I was returning to Worthing with
Mrs. Heanley and Miss Penelope Cholmeley, Kathleen kissed her
mother fondly at the door and said to me, 'If you are going in my
mother's carriage please not to let her talk, it isn't good for her*, Then
she took me back into the dining room to shew me one of the pretty
ornaments of the wedding cake that I had not seen at breakfast.
After which she gave me one of the silver-leaved white orange
flowers off the cake, and what I prized more than all she gave me
unasked one precious stephanotis flower out of one of the bridal
bouquets, a flower that I will keep till we are married if that should
be God's will for us, and in any case until I die. At breakfast she
had said to me as we rose from table, 'Take care of that cracker,
don't let it be lost*. And I have that too and a motto out of one of
the crackers which we pulled together and which she gave me to
read. We parted with a long close warm clasp of hands that I felt
was friendly and hoped might be affectionate.

We had a dark silent drive back to Worthing. No one spoke.
We were all full of our own thoughts.

Wednesday, 12 August
In the night there was a torrent of rain but the morning broke